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THE WRONG LETTER.

By Justin McCarthy.

UTHOR OF “DeaAr Lapy Dispary,” “Cayiora: A GirL witTh A FORTUNE,” “A
Lyixg Vision,” Etxc, Erc,

They were very happy. If they were not
havpy, who should be—who could expect
to be in soch a world as this? They were
both young, both handsowe, hoth in good
health aud strong—and they were man and
woman, and they were engaged to be mar-
ried. The prospects of the young man,
Grabem Welwyn, were good. He was a
young medical man, and had just obtained
& very important and promising appoint-
ment in one of the English communities in
China. Theappointment was for five years,
and at the end of that time something
much better was expected to arise, an ap-
pointment in Loodon 1teelf, perhaps. Kath-
erine Shirley, who was engaged to bim,
would, of course, have to give up London
for all that time; and this, it might be
said, ought to be some source of regret to
her. Baut, in the first instance, eshe had a
passion for seeing stracge places; and, in
the next, she had little or nothing to give
up in leaving London.

Colonel Shirley, her father, had married
a second time—after the death of Kathe-
rine's mother—and he died in about two
years. Katherine was sixteen years old
when her mother died—and was not likely
to forget her. She bhad no brothers or
sisters. She had for the Iast two years
been living under the direction of her step-
mother, who was kind enough to her, bat
never quite warmed to her. Mrs. Shirley
bad always in ber mind the idea that the
girl resented her Intrusion into the house-
hold —which was perhavs true enough,
although Katherine tried hard not to
show it. For she had sense enough to
know that &« man still handsome like her
father, apparently 1n the fullness of life's
prime, would bardly be content to live on
the mere memory of a past love from the
age of forty-five. However, all that ques-
tion was now set at reat. Colonel Shirley
died in his prime, aud his daughter was
lefs alone with her step-mother. There-
fore it was no great grief to her to have to
leave England for five years in company
with the man to whom she was to be mar-
ried—the man whom she dearly loved. As
to giving up London—why she was now
only twenty years old—and when she came
back with her husband after their amusing
exile in China, she would still be only

about twenty-five. Young people get used
up very soon now, it would seem, but still
there must be considerable capacity for the
enjoyment of life left to & woman of twen-
ty-five.

The pair of lovers had been very happy
all the afternoon. Graham Welwyn had
veen to luncheon with Mrs. and Miss Shir-
Jev—they lived in a charming detached
villa at Sydenbam, and they had also a
very mnice little fint in Victoria street,
which they occupied during the season and
made use of for irequent runs up to town
when the season was not on, It was now
early antumn and the place at Sydenham
was dehightful, Mrs, Shirley bad kindly
and thoughtfully left the lovers alone for
a good long timwe. Step-mothers are not al-
ways cruel. Probably they are upon the
whole not any worse than other human be-
ings.

Graham had lingered for mearly two
hoars. The lovers had been talking every-
thing over, and everything looked so rose-
ate! She was delighted with the change to
the entirely new country and surround-
ings, and, in her romantic way, was some-
times a little sorry that she did not even
g+t scasick, 8o that she might seem to be
sacrificing something for him. Lite now to
her seemed all one long summer holiday,
with youth forever at the prow, pleasure a
perfect tixture at the helm, and love, ac-
corging to the American phrase, bossing
the whole show. )

“Look here, darling,” Graham said, as he
got up and took his bat, “I must cateh this
next train for town; but there's something
1 want to ask your advice about—a woman
would know, I've got a letter—from a
wowman.”

“No—really. have you Tom? Then they
can write, these women? I was under the
hmpr-;’uion that somebody said we couldn’t

O 1r,

“Come, now, don’tbe ridiculous—this is
really a matyer I do want yourserious opin-
ion about. The letter, you see, was not
meant for me —" )

“No! Then whom was it meant for}”

“Thkat is just what 1 don’t know. It waa
addressed—name and address all right.
But it certainly was not meant for me.”

“How do you know, Graham, dear?”

“Ob, well, itcouldn’t, don’t yousee?! It
was from & married woman—and it was—
weil, in fact—a kind of—a sort of a—love
letter.” )

"l;pt how on earth did she send it to

on?!”

“Well—I know her enough to got invita-
tions to dinner and that—and it occurred
to me that she may bhave been writing sev-
eral letters—and put one into the wrong
envelope.”

“QOb, but what nonsense—nobod
does that except in stupid nove
plays”

+“Yes—indeed—I once did it mvself. I
sent a Jetter meant for the Yostmaster-gen-
eral to the manager of » London theater,
and the Jetter meant forthe manager to the
Postmaster-general.”

“You silly boy! But youn would hardly, I
should think, make such a muddle where

ou bad any deep interest in the matter?

‘on wouldn’t inclose a letter for me in an
Onw;‘.npﬁ addressed to the Postmaster-gen-
erail”

“\Well, no—I don't think I shouid be like-
Jv to e that under any conditions of con-
fusion.” ‘

"t apey,” she said, thougntfally, “my
patiing a letter for you into an envelope
addressed to someone else!”

“] can't faney it, Kitty.”

“Neither can 1.” the girl replied, with a
bright smile, “When you get a letter from
me, Graham, you may rely upon it that it
is meant for yvou. Don’t flatter yourself
that if 1 should write to-morrow or next
day and give you the mitten, as they say
in Ameriea, that it is only a letter put into
a wrong envelope and really meant for—
the Postmaster-general—or—for—"

“Ior Louis Alani”

*“Oh, nons«nse; L.ouis Alan never gave meo
the chance.”

“He s such a conceited ead that I fancy
he isguite certsin you would have him if
he uiled you. Of course he has a lot more
money than | have.”

“*Now, Grabam, 1 do think you are unjust
to poor Louis Alan—sod what do I care
about his money?! 1 have got what I prize
more than money. Butl do wish you had
let me tell him about onr engagement—for
1 am not sure that he may not ask me even
yet—and 1 should hate to hurt his feel-
Ings.”

*1 conldn’t tell a cad lixs that anything
about our private livee-he will get to
know it all ingood time, ihrough the usual
ehnnpall of intormation, as the newspapers

ever
and

y.’

“Very well, you know best,” the girl
said, resignedly. *“DBut now tell me about
this letter from this married lady., What
18 her namef”

“Onh, 1 mast not tell you that.”

“Are there to be secretsfrom mealready?”

“Well, vou know, this woman Las been
doing o foolish thing, and it enly came 1nto
wy kvowledge by a mere aceident, and
there may be uo harm in it, and |1 don't
want to make you thick worse of her than
slie deserves.”

“Does she sign her name?”

“Just a pet name—by which she s often
ealled, I know.”

“How does she addresas himi”

“She starts off at once, withount any form
o{ address—an odd thing in itself don’t you
think?!”

“Why, Grabam,” the girl said, looking a
littie annoyed, “you know thatis what 1
elwavs do. | hate these insipid forms—
‘Dear Mr. Urown’ and ‘Dear Mrs. Smith,’
and so on.”

“Yes, | know your sacred principle,” he
szid, good-humoredly; “but then you don’t
write love letters.”

“(h, yes, | do.”

“Not tothe wrong person.”

“No—my wmind is proetty clear about that,”
the girl said, with Ler glad amile.

They talked a Jittle over thigmisairected

letter and they both eame tothe conclnsion
that the best thing for Grabam was to do
notbhing abont it. Only a pet name was
nsed, and it was not necessary that Gra-
ham shounld feel at all certain whose the
pet name was. It was & commonplace
name anyhow, and was borne by dozens of
women. So itscemed better that the let-
ter should not be sent back, and that the
weiter should be allowed to assume that
the misdirected letter wasa misunderstood
letter by the man it reached, and was care-
lessly thrown away.

“When shall | come, to-morrow?” the
lover nsked as he was about to go,

“To-morrow—| don't quite know just
yet. Nellie Cameron is coming to seo me
this atterncon or to-morrow—it 1s unot cer-
tain which.”

*“Mrs. Cameron!”
red.

“Yes. Why do you seem surprised? Ob!”
Then n sudden thought occurred to her,
and sie, too, blushed and was embarrasased,

“Graham,” she said, almost severely,
“you ought to tell me the whole of a story
or tell e rone of it.”

“You are not angry, dearest!”

“l am not apt to be angry with you.
—yea—I think | am a little angry.
you must go now.” She spoke coldly.

*And about to-morrow?’ he adked, eager-
ly. almost timidly.

“About to-morrow? Ob, I will write to

ou and tell you when to come. I have

ots of things to do, but I must fit you in
%mg,how. Oh, here is some tiresome vis-
itor,

TThe windows opened on to a garden.

“I'tl escape this way,” Graham said,
hastily. **I don’t want to meet any visitor.”

The lovers parted with hardly a word of
farewell, and the footman announced Mrs.
Cameron, Graham just heard the name as
he was escaping into the garden and mak-
ing for the garden gate.

Mre, Cameron was a kindl[v-hearted.
empty-headed, prattlesome littie woman,
whose great delight 1n life was to wear
her heart upon her sleeve—at least at all
times whon she wore sleeves, which were
ounly in the hours of morning dress. She
loved contidences and confessions, and
heart stories and eflusions of soul to sonl
She had known Katherine for a long time,
and usually spoke of her as “‘my soul-
friend” or *“my heart-friend.,” Kath-
erine ltked bher well enongh, in spite of
her effusivencss and sentimentality, and
she was really shocked at the story of
the letter, wbhbich she could not but
believe to have been written by Nellie
Cameron. She never ecould have expectad
anything like that of she poor, little, kind-
ly, foclish wowan,

She was spared further conjeoture. Mrs,
Cameron came rushing to confidethe whole
truth to her and to throw herself upon her
confidence and implore her help. Mrs.
Cameron knew that the wrong letter had
gone to Graham Welwyn—for she knew
that the other man had got the dinner in-
vitation meant for Grabam. 7The man who
get the invitation was—

“P’lease don’t tell me,” Katherine inter-
posed—*'1 ought not to know"—

“Child, you don’timazine there was any-
thing improper in it! You couldn’t believe
that of me! We are heart friends, we two,
he and 1, just as you and I are, and are in
sympathy with each other, and we console
each other, and open onr souls to each
other, and that day I felt I nad need of him,
and 1 wrote to him, and told him my sonl
was troubled for bim. You do net believe
my word, Katherine—you must belisve it.”

“Of course, I do believe it, Nellie,” Kath-
erine said, emphatically.

Why, 1t's Lounis

“And he is so good.
Alan, whom yon know.”

“Louis Alan!” Katherine was a little as-
tonisbed. “‘I wish you bad not told me,”
she said, coldly.

Oh, but I must tell you all—you are the
friend of my soul, too.”

*I do wish you wouldn’t talk that kind of
stufl, Nellie. at least to me or about me.
Keep it for Mr. Alan. 1 dare say he likes it
—1 don’t.” Katherinecould not help speak-
ingsharply.

“*Now you are angry with me! and now
you won’t help me,” poor Nellie pleaded,
her pretty little face all twitching and
wincing with emotion. She was ovigently
on the brink of a tear torrent. Katherine
prompily interposed.

“Of course, 1 will do an
power to help you.” she sald. in a softened
und,mtym tone, “but what can 1 dof 1
don’t see that there 1s anything that wants
doing. There wasno baru in the letter. 1
wouldn’t write that kind of thing again if
I were you—but I don’t think there is any-
thing much to be made about 1t.”

“But what we wantis this, dearest Kath-
erine—"

“What you want, Nellie,” Katherine
said, firmly—shotting Mr. Alan out of all
co-operation in the business.

“What I want,” Nellie said, meekly ac-
cepting the correction, *'is this: 1 want you
to expiain itall to Mr. Welwyn, and show
him that 1f he has any suspicion he is quite
wrong, and ask him not to say anything
about it, and you will know exacily how
to put it, and he will do anything you ask
him. This isalll want. You will do this
for me, Katherine?”

“That will be easily done,” Katuerine
said. “Mr. Welwyn 18 not a suspicious
man or & man who likes to think badly of
women, and neither does he gossip about
women or send abroad scandals about
them.” Much of this speeech, 1t may be
said, was an indirect thrust at the abserit
Alan, who certainly baa often, in Kath-
erine’s Ym-enco. spoken shghtingly and
scornfully of poor Nellie Cameron. At the
very moment while she was ssying this a
servant came in with some letters for her,
Katherine took the letters from the tray
with an indifferent air., She knew there
would not be one from Graham Welwyn,
but a look of surprise came over her wlhen
she saw that one of them was from Mr.
Alan. Sbe was on the point of saying as
much to Mrs. Cameron, but prudentiy re-
pressed herself. Mrs, Cameron presently
went through an effusive leave-taking and
dissppenred,

‘Then Katherine read Lous Aldn’s letter
—with puckering eyebrows and reddening
augry cheeks.

“*My dear Miss Shirley—Can
to-morrow—and what time! Do pray see
me. I have, as Shakspeare says, ‘A motion
mueh imports our good.” 1 want to say
something to you which I have long prayed
for the courage to say, and which must be
spoken at last. ‘Tell me when I may come
—for a pronouncement of happiness or a
sentence of death. Living or dead, torever
yours, Lovis Arax.”

.o Stafl,” our angry maiden exclsimed.
‘Senturental affectation! Siokening pon-
sense! Perhavs he had just been writing
some silly letter to Nellie Cameron. Itis a
pity he did not put them into the wrong
euvelopes and send hers to mo and mine to
hers Oh, 1do wish he bad sent mine to
her! ,lt would open the poor, silly thing's
eyes.” She put the letter into her pocket,
waiting for a quiet time to answer it. The
other letters that she got were of the
ordinary social and conventional ty pe—in-
vitations and replies to invitations, and so
forth. More callers came, and her time
frittered away. Her mind was divided be-

Graham’s face grew

Bat
Well,

thing in my

ou see me

tween two feelings—vexation at Alan’s let- |

ter and vexation with herself becan
she fancied she had been somewhat hnr:l:
to Graham. That, however, she thought
with a vleased and contident smile, could
be easly remedied. There wounld be mno
trouble in pacifying Graham—if he needed
pacification. Perhaps he had not noticed
anything in her manner. Ob, yea—he must
have noticed something—but she wounld ex-
plain it all to-morrow. She wonld not
write any explanation—she would tell it
all to him. She would tell it to bim when
he came to-morrow—in her lettershe would
only tell bim when to come.

At last she was free to answer her letters
and to write to Graham. She longed to see
bhim again—looged as 1f weeks had passed
siuce their last meoting—asif 1t were likely
that weeks would pass before their next,
She thought she had been a little harsh or
cold to him, and she was eager tomake him
amends. Batshe would net write to him
until the very, very last. She would get
the mere drudgery of letter-writing done,
and then she would write a letter to Gra-
ham. Wbiat an upspeakable diflerence
sometimes between letter-writing and
writing a letter! Soshe answered and is-
sued numbers of Invitations—she con-
ducted most of the correapondence of the
bouse - and sbe wrote to her dress-maker,
and after moch work of the kind ahe came
to answer Louis Alsu’s unwelcome and
tronblesomeo letter.

Now this was & serious business. She
bhad never Junicuhrls liked Louis Alan,
bui she bhad been a gocd dea! touchea by
bis devoiiou—aud ber step-motber sho

knew wocld bave wished her to accept
him becanse he was rich—and
bave known this quite well, and yot he
wns always delicate and forbearing iIn
his manner to ber, and never pressed
his couriship unreasonably or unfairly,
and for this she was arateful to
him. He was rather self-coneceited, no
doubt, altbough darling Grabam made a
little too much of that defect in a8 man
whom he considered at one time as his rival,
His rival! Only thinkof that! Louis Alan
arival of Grabam! The thought uad often
aimused ber, but now 1t almostshocked Ler.
For when it harmlessly amused her to smile
at Graham’s overwrought dishike to Mr.
Alan she did not know then what Mrs.
Cameron had just told her. Now she knew,
and faucy her lover, Grabam Welwyn,
thinking that there could ever have been
any rivalry in her heart between him and
Louis Alan! _

What erime had Lonis Alan committed!
Not much of a crime after all. He had got
into a romantic hyperbolical flirtation
with wsthetic Mrs, Cameron, and they had
written to each other varions unharmful
intensities in which there was a good deal
of vanity and vousense on both sides, and
pno serious thought of love on either. In
troth Mrs, Cameron was very ford of her
husband, who was a successful Queoun’s
counsel, and hardlﬂ ever bhad time
to talk with er. She used to
58 that she would be very glad
if her hostesaes at London dinner-parties
wonld allow her husband to take berin to
dinper—for then she wonld be secure of at
least an hour's talk with him. DBut her
husband was too busy and had absolute
faith in ber, and she got into this ridicn-
lous, high-town, sentimental correspond-
ence with Mr. Alan, aud they wrote of
themselves as congenial souls, and other
such stutf, and then she misdirected the
lettor, and Alan got the formal invitation
to a dinner which was meant for Graham
Welwgn.

Katherine did not want to make too
much of 1t. She believed every word Mres,
Cameron had told her; and shes was right.
Shedid not think maeh harm of Louis
Alan. Stll, there was the fuct that, at the
very time when he was pressing Ler to
marry bim—well, not unduly pressing, but
certainly trying quietly to induce her to
marry him—he was all the time carrying
on an wsthetic flirtation with Mrs. Cam-
eron. This was what Miss Katherine very
patarally did not hke, and sho was anx-
10n8s, in consequence, to give a pretty sharp
rebuke to Mr. Alan,

But how to do 1t—how to manage i1t—
there was the question. Mrs. Cameron’s
story had Leen told, of course, 1n the striet-
eat confidence, and only for the purpose of
obtaining Katherine's somewhat extensive
influence over Graham Welwyn. She could
not make any allusion to that. Yet she
meant to hit him a little hard if she could.

This was what she wrote to Alan:

“1t will be of no use your trying to see
me to-morrow or any other day. write
this without atlfectation of great compas-
slon for you. You will find some woman
more saited to your tastes apd temper than
I desire to be.” S

““I'nat will do,” she said to herself. Then
she put the letter a little apart on the Liot-
ting-pad and left 1t to dry, while she wrote
her few linea to Grabam,

*Come to-morrow at 1—]1 shall take care
to be alous until loncheon-time, and sball
give you a walcome,”

That, too, wonld dé, she thought—and
then she began thinking about the two let-
ters that lay open and drying, side by side.
She had no pity for Alan, altbough, Iike a
kind-bearted girl as she was, she would in
the ordinary course of things have felt in-
finite pity for a man whose ofler of mar-
riage she had to reject. But she had ne
pity for Alan. For Graham—for Graham—
for dear, darling Graham, what inlinite
love, and trust and longing! *“To-morrow
—to-morrow—if it were only to-morrow!”

“Haven't yon finished your letters yet,
Katherine?” Mrs. Shirley asked, almost
sharpiy, as she bustled into the room. *“It
is close on post time, and James is waiting
to take the letters to the pillar-box, and
you will have to dress yet, and you'll be
quite late for dinper, and these formal,
tiresome people coming.” ) )

“I'm all right,”” Katherine exclaimed, in
great good spirits, *'I1 have only to seal up
two letters” (here she breathlessly enclosed
and sealed them.) **Whereis James?! Ob,
yes, t!mnk you, 1 shall be dressed in no
time.’

1 heard a story—and I believe it was
quite trne—of & once celebrated English
tenor, who is long since dead. He was
playing the principal part in the opera of
“The Kose of Castile” He had 1n one
scene to come abruptiy on to the stage and
sing a song beginuing with the line, **When
the King of Castile pledged his word.”
His pleasant comrades, men and women,
kept playfully admonishing him every
time he was in the part that he must be
sure not to say, ‘When the King of Castile
pledged his watch!” ‘I'be repeated admon-
1tion seomed to have got upon his nervesat
last, and one night he electrifiad the hounse
by singing 1n_ his most thriiling tomes:
“When the King of Castile pledged his
watch!” This story may seem a hittle ir-
relevant. Wait and yon shall judge.

Katherine was waiting next day for the
coming of Graham. Their usual trysting-
time was 1 o’clock—but as it sometimes had
to vary she had thonght it prudent always
to write to him and say exactly whether 1t
was on any particular day to be fixed or a
movable festivity, Of course it would
have been easy to form astanding agree-
ment that Graham was to come at 1 every
day, unless warned by her to the contrary
—and this would undoubtedly have saved
some letter-writing. But the man who Le-
lieves that lovers like to be saved the
trouble of writing to each other is a man
who never can bhave been in Jove himself
and with whom any self-respecting womaun
would be asbamed to be in love.

Just before 1 o'clock Gralham was an-
nounced. The meetings of the lovers al-
ways took place in Katherine's own little
room, the windows of which opened on to
the garden. 1t was the way of the lovers
that Graham should come throngh the gar-
den to the windows, and should tap thoere
on the glass for Katherine to let him 1o,
provided the windows were not standing
open, as in fine weather they always were,
1t pleased them both that be should coms
in this way, aud vot in the wuy of a com-
mon visitor. ; )

But this day, to Katherine’s amazement,
he came in and was announced in the way
of auy common visitor. The footman pre-
ceded him, threw open the door and for-
mally announced “‘Mr, Grahsm Welwyn.”

Amazed at the announcement, Katherine
looked up aud saw in one giance at Gra-
ham s face that something painiul had hap-

ened. Grabam ulvauoed_slowly towards

er, bat in hand, and bhaving all the air of
a deliant and determined intruder. He was
stlent—stouily silent—until they were left
alone, and poor Katherine positively trem-
bled at his look.

“You see I have disobeyed you,” he said,
sternly, “and 1 bave come.”

“Disobeyed me in what?’ she faltered.
“Is coming in that way—like some ordi.
nary visitor! Yes—why did you do it?”

l "You’ are trifling with me, Miss Shir-
e —_—

*Miss Shirley! Why, Grabham, what do
yon mean! Are you taking leave of your
sensesl”

“] am coming to my senses, I think,” he
said, solemnly. “I suppose 1 know you
now—"

“You know me now! Well, I suppose
ion do,” she said, disdainfully, not compre-

ending in the least what he would be at,

“Yes; you believed, 1 dare say, some
stupid or malignaut story about me, Oh,
Katherine, how could you,” and he almost
broke down, “how could you! 1 ought not
to have come here at all, but I resolved
that at whatever pain toyon and tomol
would have from you the reasons for your
conduct.”

Suddenly the door was thrown open and
the footman announced “Mr. Louis Alap.”

l.ouis Allen entered the room with an ex-
pressiou of fatuous seli-satisfaction on his
old-young face, Graham had drawn back,
and the smiling, self-satisiied Alan saw no
one but Katherine, L

“1 have come.,” he said, in dulcet tones—
“] have come at your bidding, my Kath-
erine! 1 may venture to call you mine,
may I not?’ Then, as he was about te take
ber hand and slie was drawing back {from
bhim quite amazed and alarmedq, hiseyes fell
on Graham Welwyn,

“Oh! I beg pardon. [ am sure.” he said.
*]—1—did not know you had visitors.”

“So far as 1 am concerned.” Graham said,
with truly tragic dignity, ""it does not mat-
ter to me. You have asked this ladyf
yon may call her yours. do far asl am
concerped you may.,”

He was tnrning to stalk out of the room
with the solemn grandeurof a Ravenswood
leaviug forever thie ball In which he saw
for the last time the woman he believed to
Le faithless.

“Stop!” Katherine exclaimea — *“stop,
Granam, I insist upon it! Are you both
going wad!” Theu a wild ray of guess-
work seemed to flash upon her—and she
turned to Alan aud asked rather fiercely:

“Why did you come here, Mr. Alant”

“Becauses you told me to come,” he an-
spwercd with & tremulogs bewilderment—

he muoat |

“you told me you would give me a wel-
come.” =

“I told you to come?! Why, I told you ex-
pressly not to come~not to come,”

“Oh 1 say, look here,” he began to say,
but she cut him short.

“Grabam, what did I tell you in my let-
teri”

“Yon forbade me to come to see you any
more,” he said in funeral tones,

‘Then Katberine looked from: one to the
other—and then—she could not help it—she
could mnot help it—she couid not control
herself—she burst into a peal of langhter.
Again and agein the peal of langhter was
renewed while the two men stood, now

laring at each other, and gazing now at

er, as she shook with langhter,

“Oh, it is tvo nidienlous,” was all that
she conld sav for a while. _

“Really, Miss Shirley,” Lounis Alan be-
gan, in simpering remonstrance,

“Really, Katherine,” Grabam began, in
the trune KRaveuswood tone—

“Oli, Graham, deon’t you see!” she man-
aged at laat to say.

“*See—sre what?”

“Don’t you remember what we were talk-
ing about yesterday?”

I remember notbing that has much
bearing on your conduct of to-day.”

"OUh, you goose—you great—great goose,
Can't you guess! Don’t you see?! 1 put the
letters into the wrong envelopea! | was in
such & hurry. I was so pressed for time;
and you yourself with your story put the
1dea, 1 suppose, unconsciously iuto my
head—and ]l didn’t know what I was do-
mg—and Mr. Alan, 1 am sorry to have
given you the trouble to come here to-day
for nothing—and if you, gentlemen, will
kinaly exchange letters everythingwill be
maae clear—and ob, Graham—my Grabam,
bhow could you ever mistrust met”

“Even with your own handwriting to
bear witness against you!” he asked in all
the tenderness of a reassured lover.

“Even with twenty bandwritings to
bear witnesa against me—why didn’t you
come and ask mef”

“*You see | have come—"

“Yes, but you came in unbelief and not
in faith—never mind—I1 forgive you—but
I'll never again write letters withont put-
ting names inside!”

Perhaps my readers wiil now understand
the applicatiou of the story about the
English tenor and the King of Castile.
Many a man, woman and child 1s made to
blunder into a mistake by being warned
too strenuously agsinst it

[Copyrigh, 1892.]
S

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

e
Young Egypt's Song to the North,
Come down, come down to the orchard lands
That lic to the south, —come down and seé
The beautiful Egypt whose lifted hands
Eball hold the fruit of the years to be;
Come down to the flelds where the apples shine
Like cluatered stars, and the heart grows light
Quafling the odorous winds like wine,
In the drowsy hush of the autumn night.

O who would live In the corn-lands cold

Of the trecless north, when a moll like this
Is coming its heart iuto globes of gold,

And holding them up for the sun to kiss;—
Or who wonlid live in the barren East,

Or who to the deserts west would go,
When Nature is spreading the richest feast,

Here, that her bountiful hands can show!

We blush no more at your northern scorn,

But fair in your face we can suap our thumbs
And overagainst your boasted corn

Can piie our peaches, and pears, and plums;
Go build if you will your palace of maize

High in the light of the cold north sun,
But think of the Pyramid we shall raise

Of golden apples, plied one by one.

What ia a king on a erumblicg throne,
With a painted queen, and a pedigree,
When matched with the man who dreams slone
On the emerald plush, "neath his apple treet
The Lord He loveth all men, and so
Would lead their feet Into ways divine,

But Ie counteth him best who toils below
In the peaceful shade of the Noble Vine.

Then come to the south where the viceyardsare
Aund the prodigal bloom of the orchard burns
Against the blue, like a rising star,
Wherever the raptured vision turns;
Come down whers the younger Egypt stands,
Like a princess under her apple-tree,
Holding aloft in her plenished hands
The gift of the centuries yet to be.
~James Newton Matthews
Masox, IIL

The Gift,
l.

Life came to meo and spoke:

“A palace for thee I have bmlt
Wherein to take thy pleasure;

1 have filled 1t with priceless treasure;
Seven days shalt thou dwell therein,
Thy joy shall be keener thaun sin,
Without the stain of guilt—

Enter the door of oak!”

IL

I entered the oaken door;

Within, no ray of light,

Isaw no golden store,

My heart stood still with fright;
To curse life was I fain;

Then one unseen before

Laid in my own her hand,

And sald: “Coine, thouv, and kncw
This is the House of Woe—

1 am Life's alster, Paln.”

IiL

Through many a breathless way
In dark. on dizzyiug helshl.
Ebe led me through the day
And into the dreadfal night;
My soul was sore distresased
And wildly I longed for rest—
Till a chamber uet my sight,
Far off, and hid, and =tiil,
With diamonds all hedight
And every precious thing;
Not even a god might will
More beauty there to bring.

Iv

Then epoke Life's sister, Pain;
“Here thou as a king shalt reign,
Here shalt thou take thy pleasure,
This is the priceles«treasure,
;go chahmbe{lo! 13; denﬁht .
rough endless an :
l{ejoio%. thie is the zm!; night;
Thou hast found the heart of a friend.”

~R. W. Glider.

Ode to Spring,

I wakened to the singing of a bird;

I henrd the pird of spring.

And lo!

At bis sweet nota

The flowers began to grow.

Grass, leaves, and onrythfn‘.

As {f the green world heard

The trumpet of his tiny throat

From end to end, and winter and despalr
Fled at his melody, and passed in arr,

I heard at dawn the masic of a voice,

O my beloved; then I said, the spring

Can visit only once the waiting year;

The bird can bring

Only the season's song, nor his the eholce

To waken smiles or the remembering tear!

But thou dost bring

Sprinetime to every day, and at thy cpall

The flowers of life unfold, though leaves of an-
tumn fall.

—Mi1s. James T. Fields, in the March Century.

A Year with Dolly.

I keep my dolly so warm and nice
This cioudy, stormy weather;
lla dolly and I are quiet as mce
‘henever we play together.
And yet we have the ‘emntut y—
Wounld you like to ask “What is {t'l”
Why, over and over, every day,
My dolly and 1 *'go visit.”

Bometimes on “Towser” we !ike to call,
Or travel to see the kitty:
'Tis grandpa's farm just ont in the hall,
And the parior is DBosaton elty;
'"Tis mama’s house i1 the corner there,
And then, when the lawps are lighted,
My papa’s at home in hls easy chair,
And dolly and I are invited.
—B8t, Nicholas,

A Greenwood Tree,

The slender beach and the sapling oak
That grow by the shallow rill,

You iany eut down both at a single stroke,
You may cut down which you will,

But this you must know, that as long as they
grow,
Whatever change may be,
You never cau teach eltbher oak or beech
To Le aught but a greenwood tree.
— Peacook,

—a) &
Not a Candidate,
Boeston Jonrnal,

One of the Demoecratic papers observes
that “Judge Gresham is received with de-
rision as a KRepublican candidate.” This is
an original discovery. Among Republicans
there 1s at present no talk whatever of
Judge Gresham as a candidate, for the sim-
ple reason that the mind of the party is
fixed on President Harrison. Four years
hence, if Judge (resham lives, his claim
wiil be conasidered, not with “‘derision,”
but with the profound respect to which his
abilities as o man and his loyalty as a Re-

. publican entitle bim,

!
|
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READING FOR SUNDAY.

The Suul's Relitude,
Perchance, might be a starless, sunless spade,
Devoid of human rellowship and aid,
Aund t.l;:g& condemned to grope, trembling,
Of silence teirible; (nor volee nor face,
Nor even sense of time nor clew of way:)
1 yet might clasp and feel God's gniding hand;
Safe leadaing (though I cannot understaud),
At last—at last to everlasting day!
Thus isolated are we born. Our own
. Leok fondly in our eyes; our aid beseech,
We clasp them close; they driit to the un-
known.
As “gircles only oircles touch,” our speech,
Our love, availeth not. Dying—aloue—
Close to the soul is God. ii1s hand we reach!

—Margaret S. Sibley.

International Sunday-School Lesson for

March 13, 1892,
PROMISEOF A NEW HEART.(Ezek. xxxvi, 25-38,)
Golden Text— A new heart also will I give you,
and a new spirit will 1 put within you. (kEzek.
Xxxvl, 26,
HOME READINGS.
M.—Promise of new heart.... Ezek., xxxvi, 25-38
Tu.—A heart of flesh..........Ezek, x1, 14-20,
W.—A heart to obey.......... Deut. xxx, 1-8
Th.—A heart to know God.... Jer. xx1v, 4-10,
F.—Need of a new heart...... Jolun i, 1-8,
Sa.—Evidenceof a new heart.Titus iif, 1-8.
Bu.—A spiritual beart 1 Cor. i, 6-16.

COMMENTS ON THE LESSOUN.
New York Independent.

We are told that cleanliness is next to
godliness. The prophet makea it the type
of godliness. The Jews were to be cleansed
with pure water, washed from f{ilthiness—
that is, drawn away from their sins to the
love of God. Sin is the defilement of the
heart. A heart foul with sin needs cleans-
ing as much as adirty garment. It is more
disgraceful to bave the heart foul than it is
to appear with a dirty face or dirty clothes.

The prophet then changes the figure,
Again the fau)t of sin lies in the bad heart
in the man—a bheart of stone, that cannot
be softencd by all the love of God. The
sinner needs the hard, stony heart removed
and s new heart substituted, a heart of
flesh.

Have we not often seen people with stone
hearts, cruel, unkind, bitter, revengefal,
implacable?! We sometimes take out a bad,
aching tooth and put & new one in its
place; why not take the hard, bad heart out
of a person and put in its place a kind, ten-
der, loving, obedient heart! Will you not
ask God to do that for youf

The way to get that new heart is to ask
God for it. He will be inquired of forit,
He says. If we ask for it He will, He

promises, put His spirit in us, and cause us
to walk in His statates. It is not easy for
us to do this unless we have His help; with
His help 1t is very easy. )

With spiritual grace God will freely give
us all things. God will give this world’s
blessings as well as grace. We are told
that the meek shall inberit the earth as
well as the heavens. The Jews lost their
land for their sins, and regained it when
they repented. Those are the happiest and
most successful nations that fear God the
most. With God's spirit came education,
civilization, natiopal prosperity, and every
temporal blessing.

We do not mean to say that every good
Christian will be nieh, and healthy, and
sneceesfal in this world; but it 1s true of a
nation as a whole and the majority of 1ts
good people. The miserable people are the
irreligions and 1mmoral. It is not good
Chnietians that end in prison or & drunk-
ard’s grave.

One who has been guilty of sin and then
repents, despises himself forit. *“Ye shall
loathe yourselves,” says the proplet, “for
your inmquities,” That is & good, healthy
feeling, if 1t leads you to real repentance,
But the loathing is not enough, A man
mnay despise himself and then commit
suicide instead of trying to live a better
life.

1f a Christian commits a publie sin he
disbonors God. DPeople will despnise re-
ligion if one who professes religion lives
unworthily, just as the heathen said that
Jehovah was not worth worstipping be-
cause he did nog deliver bis people. They
did not understand that God was the same,
but that the people bad forfeited his favor,

1f yon want God’s forgiving grace and all
the rich blessings that accompany 1t, then
ask Him for them. He wants you to pray
to Him. He will be lnquired of.

If our Nation has received wonderful
blessings from the hand of God it is be-
cause we have so many that love and serve
Him. Our Nation 1s populous. There are
crowds of people like the tiocks and herds.
God has multiplied us, and we should
thank Him and try to live worthily of His
blessings.

Thoughts for the Day.

No man is free who cannot command
himself.—Epictetus.

The humblest oceupation has in it all the
materials of discinline for the highest
heaven.—Robertson.

Tale-bearers and tale-hearers are alike
guilty; tbe one hath thedevil in his tongue,
gnd the other in his car.—Bernard.

Liberality does not consist so much in
giving a greatdeal, asin glving seasonably.
—La Bruyere.

1f wrinklesmust be written on our brows,
let them not be written upon the heart.
The spirit should never grow old.—James
A. Garfield.

Endeavor to be patient in bearing with
the defects and infirmities of others, of
what sort sosver they be; for that thyself
also hast many failings which must be
borne with by others.—Thomas a Kempis.

Though prayer be God’'s due as a Creator,
yet it 18 more truly performed when ofiered
to him as a Father. Though none ¢an pray
aright but new creatures, yet all onght to
pray, because they are creatures.—Secker.

The word **Amen” does not mean *'Let it
be s0.” In that case the word would sim-
ply be an additional prayer. *‘Amen”
means “It shall be so.” It is declaration
of faith—not & word of supplication.—Dr.
A. T. Prerson. -

I bave ease and T have health,

And I bave spirits, light as air;
And more than wisdom, wore than wealth,
A merry heart that faughs at care.

—Milwan,

Hope! of all ills that men endure,
The only cheap and nniversal cure!

Thou c:lativea' freedom and thoun sick man's
health,

Thou lover's victory, and thou beggar’s wealth.
—Cowley.

“T will be happy all the day,
Let come what may,"”
"Twas early morning when the word was sad,
Aond llke a dourney "eross a weary plain,
There stretehied the hours, but I was comforted,
As heart and voiee sung o'er the sweet refrain,
*] will be happy all the day,
Let come what may.”
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OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
- —— R — -
Wars doring the last thirty-three years
have cost 2,500,000 men and §,000,000,000,

A railway in the Argentine Republic has
one stretch of 211 miles without a curve or
bridge.

Fifty-one metals are now known 1o ex-
ist. Four hundred years ago only seven
were known,

The mean annual temperature of the
earth is fifty degrees Fahrenheit; the aver-
age rain-fall is thirty-six inches.

Java is said to be the region of the globe
where it thunders oftenest, having thun-
der-storms on ninety-seven days of the
year.

In China all wines are drunk hot. The
tbhrifty Chinaman believes that heated wine
intoxicates more expeditiously than cold
wine.

The total wages in G.eat Britain for 1800
was £45,000,000, or an average of ouly £56
10s per capita for the whele number em-
ployed.

There is reported to be more divorces

anted annually in the United States than
in all the rest of the Chnistian world put
together.

London pays its gas companies annually
£4.400,000 for a commodity which costs to
produce only £35,100,000, thus giving the mo-
popolist a clear protit of £1,500,000!

There is an immense garden in China
that embraces an area of ity thousand
square miles. It is all meadow land and
18 filled with lakes, pouds and canals.

It is & matter of record that 19570 silver
dollars were coined 1n 1804, yet only vight
samples are known to exist, and those that
are in good condition are valued at £1,000
each.

A womaop in Buckabort, Me., while feed-

ing & small prg, drovped in the pen a roll
of money—$20 in gold coin and £50 1o notes,

The coin was fouud subsequently near the

|
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mangled remains of a £10 note, but it was
evident that the pig bhad swallowed the
rest of the money.

From recent !nvestigations it hias been
found that the average speed of the trans-
mission of varthquake shocksia very nearly
gixteen tLhousand feet per second,

A pine tree in Pennsyilvania recently
scaled 3,025 feet of lumber. It made seven-
teen saw Jogs twelve and sixteen feet in
length, and the top end of the butt log was
fifty-eqaght inches 1n diameter.

Old prstage stamps are highly prized in
China, and a hundred canceled stamps will
buy a baby. Accordingly, it s said, the
Roman Cutholicsa are collecting the old
stamps and purohasing the infants, whom
they bring up to Christianity.

Snufi has been made from a very early
period, tirst and most iargely by the Span-
1sh, who prepared it with care and scented
1t with various materials. Next the Jow
countries, ~cotland anud England extended
and popularized the use of snutl

It has been over 1,50 years sines the rule
was adopted which makes Laster the first
Sunday after the fuil moon after the sun
crosses the equinoetral line. Dy this ar-
rangement of things Easter may come as
early as March 22 or as late as April 35,

The Edgar Thomson steel-works claim to
have broken the record for making steel
rail. In twenty-four honis they succeeded
in torning out 1,907 American tons of rails,
or 282 American tons more than the previ.
ous record, beld by the South Chieago roll-
ing-mill

Whereas the total population of India,
according to the preliminary results of
the census pablished some months back,
Was 284,014,210, further revision and exam-
ination of the returns brings out the still
larger total of 258,150,602, or an average
density of close upon 188 persons to the
square mile,

In Ashantee no man is ever allowed to
see any of the king's wives, and should he
even aceidentally see one his Eumahment
is death. These wives during the working
season attend to the king's plantations,
but the rest of the time they live at
Coomasie, the Ashantee capital, where
they occupy two long streets.

When sewing was rendered easy by the
invenuion of the thimble, or thumbell, as
it was originally called, that nseful article
was worn upon the thumb, not the tinger;
and the Japnnuo dentist, disdaining any
but nature's appliances, finds his thumb
and tinger all sutlicing in the extraction of
the mosy stubborn of aching teeth,

A new viaduct over the river Lea, in
Bolivia, for the Antofogasta railroad, is
described as the highest viaduct 1 the
world. It'is 0,533 feet above the sea level,
and the bheight of the viaduet above the
river is 4,005 feet. It is 10,497 feet long;
the bighest pillar is 3,730 feet, and the
weight of the structure is 9,115 tona

The *“angry tree,” a woody plant which
grows from ten to twenty-five feet high,
and which was formerly supposed to exist
1n one State in the Union—Nevada—has
recently been found in eastern California
and Arizona, If disturbed this peeounliar
tree shows everv sign of vexation, even to
ruilling up its leaves like the hair of an
angry cat, and giving forth an unpleasant,
sickening odor.
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HUMOR OF THE DAY.

———————

Woman and Barglar,
New York Weekly.

Mrs. Winks (looking up from the paper)—
A woman out West shot a burglar and

killed him.
Mr. Winks—Well! well! What was she

aimng at?

Quite n Consideration,
The Jester.

Gotling—There is one good thing about
poverty.

Dimhing—Well}

Gotling—When youn order a five-cens
bowl of soup the waiter does not expect &
tip.

As She Expected.
New York Bun,

“When do you expect those seeds to come
up?”’ asked Mrea. Blcecker of Mrs, Enfrnon,
of Boston,

“] do not expect the seeds to come up,
My expectation is that the seeds will pro-
duce plants, and that they will emerge
from the soil in two weeks.”

Made an Impression.
New York Week!y.

Mr. Saphead (sighing)—I wish you conld
find something about we to like,

Miss Beauti kindly .—Well, Mr. Saphead,
therg isone thing about you I like very
much.

: ':irn’m glad to hear you say so., What
8i

“You make short calls.”

A Sure Thing.
New York Weekly.

Sparkle—Your sister is wearing one of
Miss Pinkie'srings. I wish you'd get 1t for
me, I wantto take the measure. Goingto
buy an enli:gelnnnt. ring, you know,

m;rkle— shf Has Miss Pinkie accepted

ou
. Sparkle—She will, when I propose. Last
night she asked me how I liked her mother,

Our Elastic Language.
New York Weekly.

First Customer—! wish to select ayvase

Floor-walker—Yes, madam. James, show
the lady to the crockery department.

Second Customer—I wish to select a
VAWZ,

Floor - walker — Yes, madam. George,
show the lady to the bric-a-brac depart-
meont.

Reasonable Supposition,
Tansill’'s Ponch.

“Mr. Featherly,” inquired Bobby, while
the dessert was being discussed, *'i1s your
dog's name Romet” _

“No.” replied Featherly, in seme aston-
jishment, “his name 18 Major. Why,
Bobby?” )

“Because pa told ma last night that yon
were down at the l-laﬁlo Hotel making
Roine howl, and 1 s'posed he was talking
about your dog.”,

A Rival's Indorsement.
Btreet & Emithi’'a Good News,

Mr. Richfello (who has fallen desperately
in love with Miss Beauti)—What & charm-
ing girl Miss Beauti 1s!

Rival Delle—Yes, indeed, she's a perfect
angel; she's so self-sacriticing. What do you
think she did last spring!

“Really, 1 don’t know; something lovely,
no doubt,

“Just beavenly! She melted up all her
old engagement rings and gave the money
to the poor.

Salaries and Dutiea,
New York Weekly.

He—1 think we need not worry about the
future. | am now getting $2000 & year as
second assistant sui-editor of the Daily
Blower. -

Sbe—Yes, but you are killing yourself do-
ing two men's work.

fle—l know; but before long I may be
promoted, and then 1'll get $3,000 for doinf
one man’s work; aud, if I bave patience,
will owntusll{ reach & position where I
will get §5,000 for doing nothing at all

The Last Guan.
Clothier and Furnisher.

“This, then. Miss Grassneck,” said the
young maun as he started for the door, “is
your tinal decision?”

“1t is, Mr. Wicklugge,” said the young
girl firmly.

“Then,” he replied, his voice betraying
an unnatural calmuess, “‘there is but one
thing more to add.”

“What 1s that?’ she asked, toying ab-
sently with the lobe of her stell-like ear,

“Itis this,” be muttered—"shall Il return
those black-satin suspenders by mail, or
will you have them now?”’

v w e

¢ 'WORTH A GUINEA A BOX.’
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EECHAl

WILL CURE
Scurvy and Scorbutic Affections, Pim-

ples and Blotches on the Skin, Bad
Legs, Ulcers, Wounds, ete.

The causze of all these complaints is float-
ingin the blood a lung time belfore they
break out on the body,

This class of discases requires that the

lood be powerfully and prescrvingly acted
upon, in order to cleanse it from all the
morbid humors. 1t is of no use to heal the
sore by outward applicaticns,

Beecham’s Pilis will Cure thess AmMictions,
Of all drui’;i.su. Price 28 ceots a box,
New York Depot, 363 Canal St,




